T. Inglis                    REFUGEES
Moore
Pity the men and women who wander homeless
Over the earth, in the harsh canyons of cities,
And down the arid aisles of picture theatres.
These are the refugees from life, flying
From thought's explosions, from haunting persecution
Of the blood's call, from the Halt! of arresting spirit.
They have no hearth to light them against the age's
Darkness, no inmost flame of the selfless-to comfort
Numbed hearts with faith, to quicken cold hands to
endeavour,
Not for them, the poor, the rootless, communion
With Christs and Buddhas, the vistas stretching from
windowed
Symbols, earth-mysteries, signals from smoking horizons,
Not for them, the insensitive, to burn exalted
With annunciation of love like aureoled wattles,
With delight in the mauve-plumed tree on a Gruner
morning.
Where is their passion, their laughter? They fled from
unbearable